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grimaces and whispered among themselves: cls
this Robin Honeyman our friend that speaketh in
this wise ? He loves us no longer, he would deal
treacherously with us. He seeketh to do us a
hurt; or maybe his wits have gone wool-gathering/
And the most trublioniacal among them said:
c What saith this old wheezer ? Doth he think
we shall put away our staves, cudgels, hammers,
and mallets and the beauteous little fire-sticks in
our pockets ? What are we in time of peace ?
Naught. We are worth nothing but by reason
of the blows we deal. Would he have us smite no
more? Would he have us trublion no more?'
And a great clamour and murmuring arose in the
assembly, and the council chamber of the Trublions
was an angry sea.

" Then did the good Robin Honeyman spread
forth his little yellow hands above the wagging
heads, like unto a Neptune calming the tempest,
and when he had restored the Trublion ocean to
its serene and tranquil estate, or well-nigh so, he
spoke most courteously:

<<CI am your friend, my sweetings, and your
good counsellor. Hearken what I would say
before ye wax angry. When I say we wish for
peace it is plain that I speak of the pacification of
our enemies, adversaries, and all contentious persons
who think, speak and act contrariwise unto us.
It is visible and apparent that I mean the pacifica-
tion of all save ourselves; of the police and
magistrates opposed to us* Pacification of the civil